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at the west end of the area, until we had concluded
our trip to the Peruvian frontier, then to approach
it from the north, while en route up the Napo River,
which was now our last recourse for obtaining suf-
ficient Indians for such an undertaking.
"Rayo Urcu," Vicuna interrupted me, "is a very
bad place. The Aucas there are more hostile than
anywhere."
I understood what he meant when I recalled a
current story that the Auca tribe had split, the
western group going to Rayo Urcu to live in a
"town on a precipice beside a waterfall."
It was quite true that most Auca outrages of
recent years of which I could obtain any sound
evidence appeared to have been perpetrated by
them from this Rayo Urcu; and it was from there
that the attack on the Hacienda Capricio on the
Curaray had been launched a year and nine months
previously. One of the few to escape was a cripple,
Padilla, who hid in a hollow tree and witnessed the
whole affair and told me the story himself.
Shortly after, the hacienda, the last one on the
Curaray, was abandoned, the little group of sur-
vivors fleeing down-river to found a new settlement
which they called Puerto Tunghurahua, where I
now met them.
The owner of Capricio, one Carlos Sevilla, had
been a victim of another assault some years before.
Coming up the Nuschino en route to Napo with
a crew of Zaparo paddlers, he had reached a narrow